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: ANGEL ~ CARRY,

FATE OF A DRUNKARDS CIHILD.

. “My Carry has blue eves and cherry
lips, and pretty curling hair as any Jittle
girlin the land, T know ; murmured a fon
mother, as she suspended ler sewing and
sat gazing ut aloy --I:.- vreature full of wild

ambols, now dancing around the hum-
le room afier the golden sun<hine, now
pouring from nature’s own rich lute, soft
strains of music ; and a smile which maule
that poor woman's holy fuce played around
her own beautiful mouth, i
Another moment and Carrv's bright
cyes and winsome fuce peeped in at the
window, through the cifmbing rose bush ;
and the tresh erimson flowers laid on her
sunny locks, and kissed her cheeks and
flushed her white forchead with a pale rose
red, and clung to her little shoulders ; amd
again the mother as she lifted her now
shadowed brow whispered with a fresh
love-bouud at her heart—* God bless her.”
Then the tiny thing ran and Inid down
upon the bank, and the slender wands of
~among which sparkled here and
re bright yellow buttercups broidered
her simple lilien frock, and cradled her as

_lqviugk;lnlmmt. a8 the arms of hier motl -

§ ctimes the wild bees tl:):t she wing

R bt

“the babe a linden tree throw its graceful
folinge, and betweeu the delicate leaves,
the Blue shining heavens looked down but
never on a lovelier sight.  One branch as
delicate almost as a gossamer spray, swung
dreamily back and forth, rm-L---f by the
weight of a yellow bird, that pouring its

ringing tones upon the still air, sang the

child te sleep.

Wondering atlast why the lnngh of her
little one was hushed, the young mother
folded by her work, and  hastened to the

irden 3 and although no painter’s eyve

hers, yot as her vision wandered far
away towards the hills, and gathered in
the broad, intervening ficlds, with their
serpenting swaths of uew mown grrass, and
the orchard-trees, right and left bending
under their precions burdens, and the wee

;ilinting streaun, she felt all the emaotions,

that, breathed out in choice words, stamp

the poet.

The hedge of sweet Lriars surrounding
her humble home, was spangled  with
clusters of dried rose-berries, the spreading
grape vine and beds of sweet thyme, mar-
] mignionctte and hearts’ ease were
ing under the warm, mellow rays of

the high sun; bat precious above all these,
was the sight of her dear I'ttle danghter,
slumbering under the linden tree,

She gazed upon it, strangely enough,
with tears; her soul expanded with the mul-
tiplicy of her emotious ; she bent reverent-
ly down pased her loving arms under-
neath the babe and  again murmuring
“God bless her,” bore her within the low-
Jy cottage and laid her in her little eradle.

. dust then a wild bumt of merriment

broke the drowsy silence; a coarse, gut-

ral sound of men's harsh voices—in mirth
amantaral and strained ; the mother lifted

shher oyes from the sleeping  cherub,
and  Jooki heavenward she mur-
anured as she clasped her bands till

w rigid “oh! low small a sa-

i %‘::uld is life be could it but res-
“oreHim to virtue ; will nothing bring him
« fondkcto my love again ! Must I behold
. +him come home day after day, with the
maniac’s wild eye and the drunkard's curse?
And shall my child be branded with his
disgrace I my winning, beautiful, delicate

. almost too gentle and good for earth,
a8 8he s, must she be ealled a drunkard’s
;#n.glltcﬂ God forbid I" she continued
“while sob after sob shook her whole frame,
"“yather take her to Thee, Father, il this
“iust bo, and I will strive to smile over
Ber little. body, all eold and shrouded for
,Jhi,l_re!o. aod thank Theo that it is no

worse, -
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dieated power that would have made him
a giant among statesman—that made him
a father, a guide, and a counsellor to his
le.

Pm‘h‘;mr that was wnother; the proud,
bright face of a young man, with a thouht-
ful, student-like expression ; the older jm-
age of the sleping Labe—the husband,
and the father.

These twao pictures, as the little one eall-
ed them, were all of ornament the cottage
could bonst; but there needed little of
that within, for nature had liberally bes-
towed her choicest treasures all around
this beantiful spot, and the valley m which
stood the lowly dwelling was almost a pa-
radise,

But here, as in heaven once, dwelt Sa-
tan; the rea house to the right, with its
swinging sign, and “entertainment for
man and beast,” was a tavern a blot by
the way side, and it secmed strange how
inmocent flowers eould  flovrish  within
sight and smell of the loathsome poison,
that was bringing utter ruin upon so ma-
nyv devoted hearts,

"Here was the place where young
Ablen had  learned to e a drunk
ard;  here he was leader of the revel
chief in the Lashanal feast 3 his talenis
formidd him for eommand, his passions
made him o slave,  iis earcer had been
rapidly  downward, and a  terrible  fate
seemed impending over him,

The elwk struck, four; Emma arose
from her seat, lichted the fow pine sticks
that were earefully  gathered underizeath
the kettle, and as the blaze leaped me si-
Iv upward, and the singing steam mingled
with the white sioke wreaths, she drew
out the tanle from the corner covered it
with o neat eloth, and put on the few lit-
tle supper things, ready for her hushand
when he should return.,

Kneeling upon the hearth to arrange
the meal cake, she felt a slight pull at her
dress, andd looking round, there stood lit-
tle Carry, with both ehubby hands rubbing
her blue eves, and half laughing as she
enjoved her mather's surprise,

* Carry ot up still, to fighten mother,”
lisped the sweet creature, flinging hersnowy
arms around her mother’s neck, and as
rmma pressed her eloser and more elose-
Iy to her bosom, she shuddered as she
thought of her praver; and a horror flash-
ed through hersoul atthe idea that death
could chill the little heart beating so soft-
Iv against her own 5 and againshe breath-
ed yearningly, “not death, oh ! not death
my Father”

Released from her mother's embrace,
the little thing went dancin

L '3 ) X
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west was directly ite, and the setting
sun, like a globe of fire, reddened all the
clouds with an intense gelory, so brilliant
that the eye could not look  thereon, but
its milder Instre softencd by the atmos-
here came glowing down, and elothed
Lill and valley with almost immortal beau-
tv. And then it rested upon the young
chilil’s head till her golden locks shone,
and she seered to stand in a halo of white
light, like an  angel ready  to wing her
way to heaven,

Suddenly rocking herlittle body to and
fro, and clapping hier hands, she eried out
“oh mama, 1 sce him ; mpa is coming,and
he sees me 5 come quick, come quick, 1
want to kiss you,” she shouted, holding
out her arms towards him, % Come dar-
ling father, T want to kiss vou—why how
funny he walks,” and she langhed merri-
ly at what she thought his attempts to
amuse lier,

“Here heis at the gate—oh ! papa; 1
want to kiss vou ;" and the drunkard L-nl
down as she attempted to spring into his
bosam—a Jemon yell—a wild, unearthly
agonising shrick, and tLen a stiffled moan,
Poor babe ! the father she loved so well
had fullen upon her tender body, and there
she Inid, erushed and disfigured,

Ol ! the sgrony of the poor mother, as |
she raised the monurning babe to her bo- |
som, then with steained and tearless eyes |
fled from the cotrage, nor stopped till she |

had  gained the dwelling of a former
school-mate, whose husband was a physi-
cian.
arms as she fell fainting to the floor, and
in her long trance she was spared the mis-
ery of its shricks, while the doctor set its
fructured limbs.

She revived to learn that her child was
injured bevond hope of recovery . but
strange tosay, it lived—though henceforth
incurably deformed.

Weeks flod, days, months and years ;
the village had merged into a town, the
town into a city ; and in one of that city's
stateliest homes, a marriage was to be con-
sminmated,

Emiiy Alden was the hr‘ide; a delicate
thoughtful-fuced girl, with eyes of tender,
spiritual beanty.  And around her stood
her mnoble brothers, and sisters; but
though they were all happy, even gay,
there was in cach young countenance, an
undefinable  expression of sadness that
seemed strangely to contrast with the wed-
ding scene,

And soon they all moved towards a
couch a little aside from the eentre of the
apartment where a pale, shadowy figure
reposed.  The expression on her wan fea-
turca was more than beautiful, it was (?is:-
ly, beavenly; the glossy ripples @
l':lm nhinin}g hair, g‘ erg laid back from
her white temples, and those eyes of dark
blue, had gained in depth and holiness
what they lacked in the quick brilliance
of héalth—health,alas! forever denied her,
o ottt e 0 20

wiffeving, sat e
her m::rf a thi:gwnu;i: melancholy
man with an eyo that memed forever dar-

ting restlessly about, The wmarks of
hadmmmddmly upon him, even af the

time when little Carry was stricken to the
carth, for the next day his hair was white,
and the wrinkles gathered on his brow,
and sorrow pressed her burden upon him,
till his shoulders were bent with its weight.

Never had he tasted of the cup since
then ; and the mournful presence of his
injured child was a continued and awful
ledge of his reform.  Nineteen years—
it seems a dreary length of time—had
that poor girl laid apon a bed of pain;
for nearly a quarter of a eentury her feet
had aot an'\wd the greensward, nor had
ghe ever plucked the wild flowers she lo-
ved, from their native soil.  From home
to home she had been earried, ench more
splendid than the last, and her mother, a
bliv'e,' sorrowful creature, had hovered
above “a almost day and night, devoting
her encrgries, her life, to this her greatest
treasure among many.

But the soul grew on to perfection with-
in that deformed body 3 the wise, the great
and the good sought her darkened eham- |
ber to gather fresh hope and strength for
the life journey 3 to listen to the sparkling
thoughts that fell like pure gems from her
pale lips; to wonder at the patience that
sat enthroned on her £ ir brow, while the
shadowy form of death moved never from
her side, or, as it were, tabernacled o ithin
lier very heart from hour to hour.

The bride knelt down by ler sistor at
her request, and happy as ‘she was, tears |
gathered in her eves and fell upon her
costly bridal veil, as the emacinted hand |
was slowly lifted, aud placed on her head. |
Th - lips moved, the large eYes  were up- |
turned o heaven, and all present folt how
sacosd must e the blessing so fervently |
and speritnally invoked,

And siddenly achange eame—a change
for which nope were prepared, notwith-
standing it Lad Loen looked for daily, A
faint flush, and then a deathly pallor; a
slight tremor around the beantiful mouth,
a flash of trivmph from the dying eyesand
with a smile of indeseribable sweetnoss,
the purificd soul mounted with sister an-
rels to heaven,

After her burial the mother grew paler
and sadder: 'the father still plodded on,
amassine wenlth, and bestowing mneh up-
on the poce and unfortunate; he nover for-
gave himself for clouding that young life,
THVirF,

Bt the memery of Caroline Alden is
still Blossed, still shrined within many lov-
ing hearts, Upon her simple monument
is inseribed the following :

“Orn Canonise,
A meek sofferer, an angel on earth.”

those who know the history of her
as. they gaze upon it.— Olive
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THE LITTLE BOUND BOY'S DREAM.

WRITTEN FOR AND DEDICATED TO THE
CHILDREN, DY M. A. D.

A hittde Guir-haired ehild laid s pale
cheek upon a pillow of straw.

It had toiled up three pairs of narrow,
dark stairs, o gain its miserable garret,
for it was a little “bound child,” that had |
neither futlier nor mother ; so no soft bad
awited its tired alimbs, but a miserable
pallet with one thia coverlid,

It had neither lamp nor eandle to ligh-
ten the roow, if such it might be called;
still tnat was not so bad. for the beautiful
round moon smiled in upon the poor lit-
tle bound boy, and almost kissed bis fore-
hewad, as his s eves closed dreamily,

But after a while, as he laid thery,
what a wondrous change eame over the
}lfilc'l'. A great light shone down; the
mige black rafters  turned to solid gold,
and these seemed all studded  over with |
iny, precious,  sparkling  stones,  The
broken floor, ton, was all enerusted with
shining christals; and the child raised him-
self upon his elbow and gazed with s half

]

There they took the child from her | bedside.

fearing, half delighted look upon the glo-
rious sight.

One spot on the wall seemed too bricht |
for his vision to endure; but presently,
as if emerging from ity came a soft, white
figure, that stood by the poor bound boy's

The chill shut his eyes; he was a lit-
tle, only a little frightened, and his heart
beat guickly, but he found breath to mur-
mur “tell me, who you aref "

“Look up, be not afraid ;" said o sweet
voice that souuded like the harps of hea-
ven, “look up darling, I am your brother
Willy, sent down from the angels to speak
with you, and tell you to try and bear all
{:ur sorrow patiently, for you will soon

+ with us.”

“What, you my brother, Willy 7 oh !
no, no, that eannot be; my brother Willy |
was very pale,and his clothes were patched
and torn; and there was a hump on his
back, and he used o go into the muddy
streets to pick up bits of wood or chips, but
your face is quite two handsome; and your
clothes prettier than any Tever saw before:
and there s no ugly hump on your
back—besides, my brother Willy is dead,
long ago.”

“I am your brother Willy, your im-
mortal brother ; my body, with the ugly
hump, is dead and turmned to ashes; but
just as soon as that died, I went up to the
great heaven, and saw sights that I can-
not tell you about now, they wero so very,
very beautiful.  But God, who i your
Father and the holy name of Eternity,
gave me these bright garments that nev-
er get soiled; and I was so happy that I
vxpeet my face was changed very much,
and I grow tall and straight; »0 no won-
der you do not know me.

And now the little bound child's tears
began to fall—“oh!” he exclaimed earncst-
ly, “it I too could go to heaven!”

“You ean go;” replied the angel with a

learned how to read ; well, to-morrow get

our bible, and find very reverently—for
itis God’s most holy book—these words
of the Lord Jesus :—“But I say unto you
love your cnemies, bless them' that curse
you, do good to them that hate you, and
pray for them which despitefully” use you
and persceute you."

Do all these, and vou shall be the ehild
of your Father which is above.”

“Even if they beat me” murmured
the little bound boy with a quivering lip.

A flash of light passed over the angel's
fice, as hie replied. “ the more you forgive,
the nearer you will be to heavon.”

In another moment the vision  had
gone, but still the room was all Llazing
with unearthly radiance,

As the little boy full back upon his pil-
low, his wan face reflected the angel's
smile, and he thought, “I will forive themn
even if they beat me,”

Suddenly a more musical voice than
the former fell upon his ear.  This time he
was not afraid, but sitting upright on his
misernble couch he saw a figmre  that
seemed to lift itself to the wall; a rav of
intense leightness outlined  all its form
its eyes blazed, yet there wns amild Lean-
ty in them every tima he looked into his
own,

“Little one, Tam thy father;” said the
form in melting aceents. [

“Idon't think youcean be my father;"
whispered  the boy timidly.  “My father
used to look very old indeed; and he ot
hurt and wore acruteh ; there were wrin-

es on lis fuce and all over his forehead,
amd his hair was short and white : not
long like vours,  And my father used to

[ stoop over, and wear a little black apron,

and put patches on shoes in a littde dark
i
roon.

* And what else 7

“He used to pray and sing very sweot-
Iy, but I never hear any praving and
singingiow,” sobbed the child bursting in-
Lo Lears,

“Don’t ery, dear little boy, bnt listen to
me. I oam your father, your immortal
father; that poor, lame body s all gone
now, mingled with the dust of the grave-
yvard.  As soon as the breath left that de-
formed body, T was with the shining angels
hosts and hosts of them bore me up to
heaven; and the king of that glorions
place clothed mein these robes, white and
stainless, gave me this tall beautiful body,
which shall never feel corruption.  And
this was the reason, dear littie orplan ; be-
canse I loved Him and my chief delight
was in praying to Him, and talking about
Him, and although T was very poor, |
tried to be lionest, and many times went
hun rather than do wrongr.

Aﬁ you, if you will never forget to say
your little prayer that T taught you,if you
will keep God's holy commandments, and
trust in him“alwaysxhall you soon be with
me in my sweet heavenly home,”

Onee more the child was left alone, but
still the rafters were golden, the walls

searly, the old floor studded  with bril-
limlm, and the same soft mysterious light
over all,

A strain of holy musie fell upon his en
raptured senses; it grew londer, and came
nearer and nearer to the head of his little
bed.  And then a voice—oh ! far sweeter
than either of the others, sang, * my
child, my little carth-child, look upon me
I am thy mother,”

In & moment, what emotions swelled
the bosom of the Lmely boy.  He thought
of her cherished tenderness to him long
years ago; of her soft arms around  his
neck, her gentle lips pressing his forehead;
then eame np the eruclty of strangers,
who, after she had been put away in the
deep ground, treated him with harshness,

He turned townrds her; oh ! what a
glorious being: her eves were like stars;
her hair like the most precious gold 5 but
there was that in her fuce that none other
might so truely know, e had doubted

[ —if the fimt-risen was his brother, if the

second was his futher, but notonce did he
doubt that this beautiful being was his
own dear mother,

A ldittle while e kept down his strong

| feeling, but the thoughts of the past and

present overpowered him,

“O! mother, mother, mother,” he cried,
stretching forth his little hands, “let me
come to you—Ilet me come ; there is no-
body in this world like you; no one kis-
ses me now, no one loves me, oh ! moth-
er, mother, let me come " —and the hot
tears rained down his cheeks,

“My orphan child,” she said, in low |
tones, that thrilled him to the heart, “you
cannot coime to me now, but listen to me,
I am very often near you when you know
itnot. Every day I am by your side, and
when you come to this lonely room to
weep, my wings encircle you, [ behold
you suffer, but [ know that God will not
give you more sorrow than you can bear.
When you resist evil I whisper calm and
tender thoughts into your soul; hut when

ou give way to anger, when you cher
wh a spirit of revenge, you drive your
mother from you ; remember that, my lit-
tle one, your sin drives your mother from
you, and displeases the great and holy
God,

Be good, be happy, even amidst all
your trials, and ifit is a consolation, k now
that thy immortal mother often com-
munes with thy soul. And farther, thou
shalt soon be with me.”

“O! mother, mother, mother,” mur-
mured the boy, springing from his bed,
and striving to leap towards her. The
keen air chilled him; he looked eagerly
round—there was no light, a solemn still-
ness reigned, the radience, tho rafters of
gold, the silvery beams, the musie, the
angels—all were gone.  And then he
knew that he had been ; but

dream
oh! what a dream ; how ening;
how cheering ; never, never he for-

to his scant breakfast, there was such a
beautifnl serenity upon his face, such a
sweet gladness in his eyes, that all who
looked upon him, forbore to taunt or
chide him.

He iold his dream and the hard hearts
that listened were softened; and the moth-
er, who held her own babe, was so choked
with her tears that she conld uotent 1 and
the father said inwardly that heneeforth he
would be kinder to the poor little bound
Loy, and =0 he was.  The child found his
way into their affeetions, he was so meek,
so prayerful, so good; and at the end of a
twelvemonth, when the angels did in very
deed take him to heaven, the whole fami-
Iy wepteagound, the littde coflin as he were
one of their own, Bt then they all folt
that he was in the bright heavens with
his brother, his father and his dear angel
mother,

— A ——

Tue Cemovs Max axp e Dogr—
The subjoined amusing anecdote of M
Donald Clarke, the ad - poet, appeared
in the old New York Spectator in 1827,

A certain poet, whohas written some of
he best stomzas, and some of the wopst lines
of any American bard, and who, for some
particular eccentricitics, has been reputed
mad, being sometime sinee at the  Assem-
bly Roow,at the City Hotel, was inter-
upted in his dreams of fietion, by a stran-
cor, who thus aceosted him.

Is your name Clark, sir.

Clark, is my name,

1 have e me agreat distance, sir, for the
express purpose of secing yon.

Indeed! And do you consider vourself
amply remunerated for the fatiene ofa
long journey, by a view of my delecta-
]Ill‘ ]Il‘r!"'![]..

Yoes—yon are a strange looking crea-
ture.  Some peaple say you  are mads
aml T have heand a numberof  ladies
assert that ift you paild proper attention
to yourdress you wonld be o very pretty
man.

A pretty man! Now, by Heaven, sir,
I consider that one of the most rascally
compliments they conld have  paid me.
A pretty man, sir (like yourself, for in-
stanee) is, in my  opinion, one of the
most  contemptible objects  that  ever
came from the manufiactory of Heaven!

Why so, sir ?'

Beciuse, sir, the  epithet  implies
the absence of  everything that is manly-
They mi <t as well apply the term tothe
Ocean in a storm, an eruption of Mount
tna, or the fulls of Niagara,

Well you are really a strange follow,
and in my opinion, a greater knave  than
fool,

Do you think so sir? T really wish 1
could reciprocate the compliment.  But |
am certain that not a trait in yonr chaare-
ter wiil bear any comparison  witly your
silliness, which  like  Aaron’s  rod  or
Pharoah’s lean kine, swallows up all the
rest.

You are severe,

You say that von b ive come a great
distance for the express purpose of seving
me as yon would o to see a Dear and
Elephant er a Hotttentot Venus!

Yos,

Now, sir, comply with the terms, fifty
cents a sight,
Indeed!
the money,

Staysir, take back twentyfive cents: ehil-
dren half price!”

Again! Why, you show no merey to
one who is anxious to serve you.

To serve me! Then unite vour fortune

Well, there. e gives him

A Gesti Hixt—A middle aged far- |
mer and his young wife were enjoving a
winter evening cosily together when the
conversation turned upon  religious mat-
ters, as deserihed by the Bible which the
man had open before him,
“Wife,” said the furmer, “I have been
thinking what happy society Solomon
must have had in his day, with x0 nany
wives, &e., ns is here represented.”
“Indeed I veplicd the wife somewhat
miffed “you had better think of something
else, then. A pretty Solomon you wonld
make, trulv; von ean't take proper care
of one wife, What a figure you would
cut, then, with a dozen wives, and all of
them as spunky as T am.”

The farmer took his hat and went to
the stable to feed the cattle for the night.

Sy

. From the Casker.

A Fidler Converted.

We recollect a singular circumstance
that was related to us in Kentueky, by
Mr. B y who joined the chiureh under
our ministrations, when he was probably
past fifty years of age.  He had been a
man of the world, and given to dissipa-
tion and pleasure. He had o family of
He

several daughters, that were grown.

[ was particularly  fund of dancing parties,

| which he had frequently at his own house.
He would play the violin, while the voung
folks danced, for he took a pride in his
skill in performing on that instrument.

el S GE——

“Daddy, T want to ask yon a ques-
tion.”

“Well, my son.”

“Why is neighbor Smith's liquor shop,
like o connterfeit dollars™

“I can't tell, my son.”

“Tecause you can’t pass it,” said the
Il'l-\',

T —— A R —

Did any body ever hear the story of
two bachelors, down in Tennessee, who
had lived a sort of eat-and-dog sort of life,
to their own and their neighlborhood’s dis-
comfort, for a good many years, but who
had been at a camp-mecting, were slight-
Iy *comvieted,” and both of them coneluded
to refurm,

had arrived at their home, “let us sit down
now, and Il tell you what we'lldo.  You
tell ane all my faults, and Tl tell yon of
vourn, and so we'll know how to go aliout
mending of em.”

“Good 17 says Drother Tom,

“Well, you hegin.™”

“No, you begin, Brother Joe”

“Well, in the first place, you know,
Birother Tom, you wire lie,”

Crack! goes: Drother Tom's ‘paw” be-
tween Dirother Joe's *blinkers,! and consid-
crable of a *serimmage’ cnsues, until  in
the course of about ten minutes, neither
are able to “come up to time,! and the
reformation is postponed s1xE DIk,

C— D S——

Ancumest.—Never waste  arguments
on people that don’t know logie from log-
wood—which is the case with half the
people who love disputation.  The best
reply to a stolid dogmatist is to say, feer-
tainly—no donbt of it—it’s clear as mud.”
there’s no “poser” like a springly acquies-
Let him
have his own way, and you confound lim

cence to your eternal wrangler,
atonce.  Leave him to himself, and you
make him so uncomfortable, that he wiil
lesve you—*"a consummation devoutly to
be wished”  Conviction seldom comes
of personal disputation, in which the bat-
tle is waged much oftener for victory than
truth, except a cenviction  that the other
party is very dull, or very dishonest.  Be-

with mine,  Every willd beast that is ex-
hibited in this city, is accompanicd with a
ll'l"ll'lk“_\‘.

for him as the pugilist's sayvand peredviug
that he was no more deficient in feelings
than in wit and talents, begaed his pardon
for having so rudely intruded upon his
maditations, and was about retiring, when
the poet returned the monev: and taking
him by the hand, assured him, that as
impudence and ignorance are  always
united, he could very safely parden his

presumption,
- a——

Gexenar Hamicton.—A Reminiscence
of the Revolution—We find the follow-
ing extract of a letter from General Ham-
ilton, expressing his sentiments upon  the
fate of the unfortunate Major Anidre, in
the Washington Union.  The editor says
that * he does not know that it hias before
appeard in print.” Itis new to us, and
well llustarates the refined and knghtly
charcater of Hamilton,

Taveas, Oct. 2, 1750, )
Headquarters of the Army. |

Poor Andre suffers to-day.  Every
thing that, is amiable in virtue, in fortitude,
in delieate sentiment and accomplished
manners, pleads for him; but hard-hearted
rnlic_\; calls for a sacrifice.  He must die.

send you my account of Arnold’s affair ;
and, to justify myself to your sentiments,
[ must nform you that T urged a com-
pliance with Andre's request o be shot;
and [ do not think it would have had an
ill effect. But some people are only sensibile
to matives of policy, and sometimos from
a narrow diposition, mistake it,

When Andre's tales comes to be told,
and present resentment is over,the refusing
him the privilage of choosing the maunner
of his death will be branded with too much
obstinacy.

It was proposed to me to suggest to him
the idea of an exchange for Arnold; but 1
knew I should have forfeited his esteem by
doing it, aud therefore declined it. Asa
man of honor, he could not but reject it;
and I would not {or the world have pro-
posed to him a thing which must have
placed me in the unamiable light of sup-
E:'ng him r?uble of meanness or of not

ing myself the impropriety of the mea-
sure. I confess to you I had the weakness
to value the esteem of a dying man,becauso

smile ofineffaceable swectness, “von have

get it
The next morning when he went down

I'reverenced hismerit. ~ A, Hammitox,
To Miss SenvyLer.

';’a

The stranger finding the poet too mnch |

sides, few persons take their opinion thro'
argument. in the first place, and Dean

' Swift said with the utmost truth, that “it

is useless to attemnpt to reason a man  out
of a thing which he was never reasoned
into,"

—  —

Cupid's bow, the Asiatices say, is strung
with bees, which are apt o sting some-
times fatally, those who meddle with it
Yot who wouldn't occasionally writhe with
pain, rather than know nothing of life's
most exquisite pleasure ?

- Al -

A Greek maiden being asked what por-

tion she would bring to hier hnsband re-

phied, “I will bring him wht gold canuot

purchase, a heart unspuotted, and virtue

without a stain,which is all that descended
to me from my purents.”

— - —

The family that never took a newspa-
per has moved to Illinois.  The old gentle-
man, was surprised the other day to
learn that gold was discovered in Califor-
nia ; and the eldest daughter was rejoiced
to learn from a neighbor, that Webster
had been hung, as “she'd never again be
troubled with them pesky spellin® books!™

| — S—

Never Give A kieck For A Hir—
I learmned a good lesson when 1 was a
litle girl, says a lady. One frosty morning
I was looking out of the window into my
father's barn-yard,where stood many cows,
oxen and horses, waiting to drink. The
cattle all  stood very still and meek,
tillone of the cows, in attempting to
turn round, happened to hit her next
neighbor, where upon the neighbor kicked
and hit another. In five minutes the whole
herd were  kicking cach other with
fury. My mother langhed and said, ‘[ee
what comes of kicking when you are hit.’
Just 8o , I have soen one cross word set a
whole family by the ears some frosty mor-

ning. Aferwards,if my brother or myself
were a little irritable, she would “say
“Take care, my children, remember how
the fight in the barn yard . Never
return a kick for a hit, and you will
save yourself and othérs a great deal of

trouble.

“Brothor Tom,” savs one, when they |

A dancing party was to come ofl at his

‘- house on one christmas eve; and on the

| evening previous, he had been busily cn-
{ zaged in making the necessary prepara-
[ tions, putting his vlolin in order, practis-
ing, &c. But on the ntght he dreamed
the party were met at his house, and all
were happy  and  delighted—that the
dance was progressing, and that he was
the musician, applauded by all for his
verformances.  Unexpectedly he thought
in his dream, that a negro man entered
the room, and coming up to him, said he
also could play on the violn, and asked
permission to do so.  ITe handed him thoe
instrumen, as he thought, and instantly
he began to play.  As he proceeded tho
11~'nllllds became richer and sweeter, and
i the music surpassed anything he thought
he had ever heard.  In surprise he turned
to gaze upon the strange perfirmer—his
apearance was changed—it was no longer
that of a common negro—he had grown
to a gigantic statue—his eyes gleamed
upon him like balls of fire—and he felt
that his visitor, who was playing for him,
was the devil himself, und no mortal.—
Horror struck, he awoke and found him-
tself trembling with the fright the appari-
| tion had caused, and the cold sweat roli-
ing down from every part of his body.—
It is needless to say that the party of
]'leasure, anticipated on the next evening,
did not take place. Mr. B. had no more
dancing parties at his house. He never
played the violin again.  'We do not say
that his dream was the means of his con-
version; nor do we put any implicit confi-
dencein drecams. But we know, it wae
the circumstance, which led to an out-
ward reformation immediate and entire,
And from that day Mr. B. began to at-
tend on the external means of salvation,
which be had never done before, in conse-
i quence of which he became hopefully con-
verted, and joined the church with sev-
eral other members of his family. It was
after his connection with the church that
| herelated the circumstances which we have
| just detsiled. T believe he is still a resi-
| dent of Lewis county in Kentueky.

l L — - ——

The Croup—How to Pre .mtit.

A correspondent of the New York Mir-
ror, a medical practitioner, in an article on
this subject, says:

*The premonitory symptom of croup is
a shrill, sonorous cough. The patient is
not sick—has no feveras often in a common
cold—is lively, perhaps even gayer than
usual ; his hands are cool, his face not
tlushed, possibly 2 shade paler than usual,
The solitary symptom may last for a few
days, with no material increase or abate-
ment, and without attracting any notice ;
suddenly, however, the discase, hitherto
latent, bursts forth in all its fatal fory, and
too often continues its ravages unchecked
to the dreadful consummation. The reme-
dies for this symptom of croup are simple,
and in most instances perfectly efficient.
rTIn-y are; a mustanl p ultice, or a
 strip of flannel dipped in oil of turpenting,
or spirits of hartshorn, applied to the
throat, and nauscating doses of Hive's syr-
up, to be continued as long as the cough
remains. By this timely employment of
mild agents, I unhesitatingly assery that a
multitude of lives might be saved every
week that are now lost through nogli-
gence and delay.”

[The experiment of more than 20 years,
has taught us that the above preserip-
tion, provided the Hive syrup be given, in
obstinate cases, in doses sufficient to pro-
duce vomiting, is an efficient and almost
unfailing remedy. In very scvere sttacks,
if the fever and other symptoms are not
removed by the emetie, the warm bath,
and calomel promptly used, wilf scarcely
ever fail to relieve the patient—, Star,

TTTT— R .

Ax 1srteresTinG Rewme~——At a recent
conference of the charches in Croton,
Mass., the identical Bible tsed by John
Rogers, the matyr, and cattied by him to
the stake, some of the leaves of which
bear marks of the flames, was brought
to the meeting by a descendaut of she

I'.Illl,l. ]

Hello, is this a conjumetion ! ssked our
D!rﬂ.mu"b'enhow«imak’pla:’




